The Death of Josephine
The Countess Walewska showed her fidelity and
bravery by coming all the way from Warsaw to Italy
and then to the island in a little boat. En route they had
quite a storm, and when she met him beyond the town,
veiled so that the Elbans might think her the empress,
the blue eyes shone, misted from tears and the spray,
through her veil. Again to preserve the amenities or give
color to the fiction about Maria Louisa, she refrained
from visiting the Villa of the Windmills and repaired in-
stead to a green valley between inland cliffs where a bel-
fried hermitage stood just beyond a wayside cross. There
she stayed for ten days, and he was grateful for the blue-
eyed countess's affection; but being forty-five plus that
thousand, he had much rather the empress had come, be-
cause of the boy.
She did not come. Swallowing his pride, he had writ-
ten letters. But her father had made a very express wish
that she should not leave Vienna. As he pointed out, here
was a splendid opportunity for breaking a m6$alliance,
of wiping out that parvenu stain on the Hapsburg es-
cutcheon. Her own wishes accorded with his. She was still
plump, pink, and prettyish, but no longer so innocent of
thought, having met Count Neipperg. The count had one
eye, but was soldierly looking. And that one eye was good,
as witness a long line of illustrious seductions. Naturally,
too, a royal father preferred a high-born seduction to a
low alliance. She did not answer any of the letters.
For his part, Napoleon pretended that the desertion
did not hurt; even talked in the most beautifully detached
way about his absence of feeling. This did not deceive his
mother, from the very beginning; and a snuff-box at last
gave him away.
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